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Sharing a room 


Author's Notes: 
hope you like it 


"Who the hell put you in charge? Did you ever stop to think maybe | didn't want a room with Axl?" He was 
being more of a prick than usual tonight and Izzy couldn't deal with it when he already had a headache. 

‘Its not like its going to kill you to do it, and you know him better than any of us. You'll get along better.” 
"Why can't you sleep with him?" 

Duff just looked at him for a second like the answer was obvious, "because Im Duff r' I'm cute, therefore | 
don't have to do what you say." He giggled when Slash came up from behind and wrapped his arms around him, 


"and | refuse to leave Slash just because you're being selfish. Christ Izzy, it's not all about you." 


"What!? Oh just fuck it, I'll sleep in the halll" It was hard enough to argue with Duff, and arguing with a drunk 
Duff was just pointless. Duff gave him a wet goodnight kiss on the cheek then took Slash into their room and 


shut the door. 


Izzy sighed and took slow steps towards his room. 310, 3ll, 312, would it still be too late to stop right now and 
see if he could get in with Steven? He stopped and tried to turn the handle but it was locked. It'd be mean to 
bother Steven if he was sleeping and probably wouldn't get any answer if he was passed out. He tried one 
more time in vain then walked two doors down and stopped in front of the room he was going to be shared 
with a very pissy Axl. With his luck Axl would have already ripped the room apart and would be looking for 
something else to destroy, or maybe some satanic ritual and Izzy would be the sacrifice he needed. Maybe he 
should just calm down Maybe his blood wouldn't be good enough for Axl. 


He twisted the handle and unlike the last this one allowed him to enter the room. Izzy had his arms ready to 
block his face from an attack but when he walked in the room he found something he wasn't expecting, Axl 
was lying in bed with the tv on writing on a notepad. The room wasn't in ruins and it didn’t look like he was 
about to be sacrificed but he couldn't be too careful, it might be a trap. Izzy was too busy looking around for 
a knife or anything to draw blood that he didn't notice when Axl got up from the bed and walked over to his 


side. He had to be more careful, this behavior was going to get him murdered for sure. 
"You ok man?" Izzy jumped back, how did he get so close to him? 


"Yeah Im fine..you dont happen to have a knife in here or something, right?" Axl shook his head and Izzy 


relaxed for a second. 


"Need anything?" Izzy shook his head and After Axl put his notepad down went back to his side of the bed. Izzy 
shut off the light and stripped, climbing in next to him. "Are you alright man? You seem a little bit weird” 


"Nope, Im fine." 


Axl shook his head and in a second was beside him and feeling his forehead. Oh shit, this had to be part of his 
plan. The knife had to be old and ancient and waiting for him in Axl's suitcase. "Are you on anything? What'd 


you take before you came to bed?" 


"l-l didn't take anything." He blinked a few times when Axl's face was lowered to only a few inches away from 
his own and he could feel his breath against his cheek. 


"Man don't lie to me, your eyes are bloodshot" He got a little closer and his lips pressed up against Izzy's. 


It would have been easy to call it a mistake and just act like it never happened if Axl hadn't let his tongue out. 
Maybe that was an accident, or maybe he was trying to seduce him then mid fuck he would pull out his knife. 
Izzy let out a soft moan when he felt it across his bottom lip, making Axl pull back. He instantly felt stupid, 
this was Axl Rose and he would rather die than fuck anything with a dickAxl shook his head at him. "What, 
never accidentally brushed lips with someone?" Accidentally brushed lips? Christ, the man used his tongue. 


"Fuck man, l'm not a fag or anything.” 


"Sorry man, its just for a second | thought you were coming on to me or something, crazy right?" He forced a 


small laugh and Axl smiled but it seemed like he was slightly disappointed. 
"Yeah man" He scooted back an inch, directly over Izzy's cock. "A-" 


"Do you have freckles?" Axl leaned over and his lips were on Izzys now, but this time his cock was pressed up 


against his now too. 


Izzy couldn't keep it in any longer, he opened his mouth some and Axl smirked, "Good boy." 


When exactly had everything gone wrong? He seemed to remember it being the moment he touched Axl's dick. 
He had been feeling great and then as soon as he tried touch Axls dick he was thrown back and decked in the 
face. It was throbbing right now and he could tell it was black and blue. He stepped outside their room while he 
could hear Axls heavy breathing from behind the bathroom door. His words were still there as he knocked on 
Stevens door, ‘You think Im a fag or some shit!? Don't ever touch me again you filthy little homo. | should 
fucking kick your faggot ass out of the band! The guy had forgotten all about what he had done and seemed 
to only focus on one little thing Izzy did to him. He was gonna fucking kill Duff for this. 


